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there never a man in all Scotland, The King he wiites a loving Letter]. 
from the higheſt eſtate, to the loweſf' degree, and wich his own hand ſo tenderly, 
That can ſhew himſelf now befoze the King, And hath lent it unts Johnny Armftrong; . 


Scotland is ſo full of traitoꝛy⸗ do tome and ſpeak with him ſpeedily. 


Pes there is a man in Weſtmerland, When John he looked this Letter upon, 
and Johnny Armſtrong they do him tall, good L82d he laokt as blich as a bird in a tre: - 
Be has ns lands noz Rents coming in, Z was never befoze a King in my life, N 
yet he keeps eightſcoze men within his hall. my lather, my grand ⸗lather, noꝛ none of us thie -- 


He has Yozſe and Parnels fo them all, - ut ſeeing we muſt go befo2e the King, 
and goodly Steeds that be milk-white, K02d we will go moft gallai 


; 
4 


With their godly belts about their necks,,, Pe wall everyone habe a Uelyet Coat; 
with Hats and Feathers all alle. laid down with golden Lices these. 
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hn he went kram Giltkneck- hall: But t. 
wind it blew hard k full bag it did rain, ; 


ane Jol 2. cry enen 
——” hy men ſo gallantly, Aam a lit U am not flaing 
u een amilk-white ſteen, J will lay” Sith x "oh 


_ 
* 


bucklers and a 61 to then 


* when Jobn came the Rin bath 3 Then the; kougy mad n 

g _ L-wislTl x | 
Ka his efghtſco:e the ſo gallant to fee, * fill mapa man lay dead upon the plan, 
Kinghe mov'd his Bonnet to him, Foz thepwere reſolved befdze they would pield 
{ he thought he had been n a bing as well ag he. every man would there be flain, 


2 par dan, pardon, my s oberafgn eige, Soth | 
pardon foꝛ my eightſtoze men and me, maſt of them lay dead there and flaln - 
ia my name it is Johimy Armſtrong, Bit littie Muſgrove that was his-Foot-page; 
'. + anda 18 . mp 4 ag he. with his bonny Gziſtel got a\vay untain. 


2 ame to "IN hall, 


f all, 


#t they Cought couragtoufly, 


wo. 


*Ppnews is bad, Lady he ſaid, 

- Which J do bzing, as you may ſee, 
MW; ; Palter Johnny A rmſtrong is llaln, 
van all his gallant company.- - 


ü f zu art welcome home mp bonny Giidel; 7 
Tull okt thou halt teen fed with cozn aud hay 


d thy fides all be ſpur'd ns moꝛe 3 bar. 


0 then beſpake bis little Son, 

oz t be lat on his Nurſes knee, 
ve were hung icke dogs, Aker I live to be a man. 

ut to manſully. mp fathers death reveng' d Gall be. 
P ed feral, I. nel Wris ht, and I. Clarke, | 
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; What news tahat r fle 4015 pes 
* at news kom thy Pater and bis tompang. 


But now thou fhalt be fed with bead and mine, 


Y 
lohn Arm-ftrong's lat Good-Nigot, 


Declaring how John Arm-ſtrong and his Eighticore Men tought a bloody bout with a Scottiſh 
King at Edenborough. 0 a pretty Northern Tane, called, Fare thou welt Gih ] ͥο hall. 
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£ there never a man in all Scotland, The King he wiites a loving Letter; 
= from the higheſ eſtate, to the loweſt degree, and with his own hand ſo tenderly, 
That can ſhew himſelf now befoze the King, And hath ſent. it unts Johnny Armſtrong; 


Scotland is (6 full of traitop⸗ to come and ſyeak with him ſpeedily. 
Pes there is a man in Weſtmerland, | When John he looked this Letter upon, 

and Johnny Armſtrong they do him tall, good Tod he lookt as blith as a bird in a tree- 
Pe has ns landgno2 Rents coming in, J was never befoze a King in my life, 


yet he keeps eightſcoze men within his hall. my father,mp grand-father,no2 none of us thie - 


Me has Yo2ſe and Harnels fo) them all, But ſeeing we muſt go befo2e the King, 

and goodly Steeds that be milk-white, K02d we will go moft gallantly, 

Mith their godly belts about their necks,,, Pe ſhall every one habe a Uelvet Coat, 
with Yats and Feathers all alike. | laid down with golden Laces chest. 
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A ye ſhall every one hade a (tat. 
laid down with filver laces five, 

ith your golden belts about your necks, . 
with Hats and bꝛave Feathers all alike, t, 


Vut when John he went from Giltknock hall, But t. 
the wind if blew hard & full faſt it did rain, they rie 


Pow fare the well thou Giltknock-hall, Acowarily Scot 
A kear Jſhall never ſee thee again. and rih him t — voip, 
Now Johnny is to Edenborough gone, Said Jobs ., cry men all, 
with his eightſcoze men lo gallantly, Jama lit but am not ſlain, 
And every one of them on amilk-white ſteed, J will lay blerd a while, 
/ with their bucklers and Swozds hanging to then 3 with you again. 
3 (their Knee, | 
But when John came the King bekoze, Then thesfotegyL v.. de nad men all, 
Vith his eightſcoze men ſo gallant to lee, till may a man lay dead upon the plain, 
The Ring he mov'd his Bonnet to him, Foz thepwere reſolved beldze they would pield 


he thought he had been a King as well as he. every man would there be flain, 
O pardon, pardon, my Soberaign Leige, So thetethep ſought couragionfly,: 


pardon foz my eightſcoze men and me, til maſt of them lay dead there and flain, 
Igo my name it is Johany Armſtrong, But litile Muſgrove that was his Foot-page, 
and a fubject of yours, my Leige, ſaid he. with his bonny G1iffel got away untain, - 


But when he tame to Guiltknock hall, 
the Lo dy ſpied hun pzecently, 


What news, what news, thou lirtle Foot-page: 
what news fom thy Pater and his company. | 


Then Johnny lookt over his left oul der, Pynewe is bad, Lady he ſaid, 


and to his merry men thus ſaid he, which J do bꝛing, as you may ſee, 
J have asked grace ofa graceleſs fite, Py Paſter Johnny 4 rmſtrong is lain, 
no pardon there is koz you oz me. and all his gallant company. 
5 Chen John pullꝰd out his nut⸗bꝛown Swozy; Bet thou art welcome home my bonny G;:iCel, 
and it was made of mettle do fre, kull oft thou halt teen ked with cozn and hay 


Had not the King mov'd his foot as he did, But now thou ſhalt be fed with bzead and wine, 
John had taken his head trom his kair body. _. and thy fides (all be ſpur'd no moze I lap. 


 Comefollow me my merry men all, D then beſpake bis little Son, 
we will ſcomn one foot fo2 to flpe, as he lat on his Nurſes knee, 

_ It hall net be laid we were hung like dogs, It ever J live to be a man, | 
we will fight it out ſo manſully. my fathers death reveng'd ſhall be; 


Printed for F. Coles, T. Vere, I. Wrizht, and I, Clarke. 


